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impression that he was now a tremendously responsible
person. "When the time comes, we take the responsi-
bility all right. That's the English way, you know,
Smeeth."
"I hope that is so, Mr. Dersingham," said Mr. Smeeth
doubtfully, "but this new lot does seem different, I must
say. I know from my own two. Anything for tuppence,
that's their style, and let next week look after itself. It
frightens me to hear them talk, though I say their
mother's always been a bit like that and they may have
got it from her."
Both George and Edna, however, unsatisfactory as
their general outlook might be, seemed to be going on
all right just then, and this, too, was a great source of
pleasure to Mr. Smeeth, who saw them—and had seen
them ever since they were babies—surrounded by snares
and pitfalls without number. He had to worry for two,
for their mother never seemed to worry about them or
anything else, for all her fortune-tellings and bottles
from the chemist's, and to listen to her, you might think
life was a fairy-tale. To Mr. Smeeth—though he did not
say so—life was a journey, unarmed and without guide
or compass, through a jungle where poisonous snakes
were lurking and man-eating tigers might spring out of
every thicket. Only when he saw a little clear space
in front of him could he be easy in mind. His was a
naturally apprehensive nature, and in a religious age he
would never have overlooked the least comforting
observance. But he did not live in a religious age, and
he had no faith of his own. In his universe, the gods had
been banished but not the devils. He saw clearly enough
all the signs and marks of evil in the world, having a
mind that could foreshadow every stroke of malice, out

